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Bütwherétomorrow ? wellallis one for tTiati 
Whohath defcried the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Six orlèuenthoufandis their greateft numberl 
King. Wby, our battaliantrebles that account, 

Befides that,a Kings name is a Tower of ftrength* 

Wbich rhey ypon the aduerfe party want s 
Vp.with myTent there valiant' Gentlemen^ ... 

Letvsfuruey the vantageor thefield 9 
Call for fomemen of found direRion, 

Lcts want no diicipline make no delay, ■ 

For Lords to morrow is a bufie day, Exeftttti 

Enter Richard with the Lords . j 

Jlich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat^ 

And by the bright tracke ofhis fieryCarre, .\ 

Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow, 

W here is Sir Willtam Brnndo», he {hall beare my ftanderd] 

Thé Earle of Rembrooke fceepe his regiment, 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good nightto hira, 

And by the fecond.houre in the morning, . 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent» 

Yetonething more, good BInrit before thougoeft, 

Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blunt. Vnleffe I haue miftaine his colours much 4 
Whicbwell I am affut’d ï haue not dene» ». 

His regiment liethhalfeamileatleaft, 

South from the xnighty power of the Ktag» j . 

R ich. Ifwithoutperrillit bepoflible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night tohïm/ 

And giue himirom methismoft needfull fcrowle* 

Blunt-. Vpon my life my Lord, Ile vndertakeit» 

R ich t Farewell Good Blunt* 

Giue me fbme Inke. and paper in my Tent; 
lle draw the forme and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength: 

Come let vs confult vpon the morrowes bufineffe, 

2n our Tent, the aire is raw and cold » 

Enter King R tcbard } N,jf, RatcliffejCatesby^ ■ 

Ktng. Whatisaclccke .’ . I 
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of Riciurd the Tbird. 

Cat. Tt is fix of the clocke, full fupper-time* 

Kind. wiH not fup to night,giue me fome Inke and Papeg 
What is my Reauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour layd into my tent. 

Cat . Jt is my Liege,and all things are in readindfev 
Kin. Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe carefuliwatch 5 chufc uufty Centinell, 

Nor- 1 goe myl ©rd» 

Km. Stur wich the Larke to morrow gentle N,trfolkf* 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Km, Catesby* 
lUf.My Lórd» 

A'w.Send ouca Purlêuantat armes 
To Stanley f regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun'rifing, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into die blind caueof eternall night, 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookc that my ftaues be found andnottoo heauy Kateliffe 
R^oMy Lord* 

Km. Saweft thou the melancholly L.Nortbtyttberlitnd ? 
Tdat.Tbomaj the Earle of Surrey, andhimfelfe* 

Much like Cockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went tjirough the army. ehering vp the fouldiers» 

Kin. Sè I am fatisfied, giue me af boule of W ine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit. 

Nor éleare of mind that I was vvont to haue; 

Set it downe,is Inke and 'paper ready? 

IUf. It is my Lord* 

Ki». Bid my guard watch,leaue me, 

IW chjf,‘e about. the mid ft of nightcomc tó my tent 
And heJpe to arme me,leaue me I fay. Exit K at* 

Entcr^Darby to Rickmond in his tent. 

Dar. Fortune and vifiory fit cn thy hel,me* 

Lick. All comfort that the darke night can aford, 

Beto thy perfon noblefather in law. 

Teil me how fares our noble mother 1 

-i hy atturney blefle thee from thy mother, 

• -hoprayes continually for Rtckmends goed 


















